and are associated in my mind with the tragedy at Taliesin and because
they were so new in so many ways, here is the story of that adventure. A
tale of the Architecturalc Arabian Nights*.
THE TALE OF THE MIDWAY GARDENS
Some time ago, it was in the fall of 1915, young Ed Waller's head got
outside the idea of the Chicago Midway Gardens and he set to work. First
on me. One day when I had come into Chicago from the Taliesin studio-
workshop, he began on me.
Said Ed: 'Frank, in all this black old town there's no place to go but out,
nor any place to come but back, that isn't bare and ugly unless it's cheap
and nasty. I want to put a garden in this wilderness of smoky dens, car-
tracks, and saloons.'
This sounded like his father whom you have seen in the experience
with Uncle Dan in the library of the house at River Forest.
'I believe Chicago would appreciate a beautiful garden resort. Our
people would go there, listen to good music, eat and drink. You know, an
outdoor garden something like those little parks round Munich where
German families go. You have seen them.
'The dance craze is on now, too, and we could have a dancing floor inside
somewhere for the young folks. Yes, and a place within the big place out-
side near the orchestra where highbrows could come and sit to hear a fine
concert even if they did want to dine at home.
'The trouble of course is the short season. But we could fix that up by
putting a winter-garden on one side for diners, with a big dancing floor in
the middle. And to make it all surefire as to money we would put in a bar
[the 'affliction' had not yet befallen] that would go the year around. We
would run the whole thing as a high-class entertainment on a grand scale
—Pavlowa dancing—Max Bendbc's full orchestra playing—you know
Max. Music outdoors starting at seven o'clock. Between orchestral num-
bers there would be a dance-orchestra striking up, back there in the winter-
garden, so the girls could get the boys to dance. Special matinees several
days a week. Features every night. I see people up on balconies and all
around over the tops of the buildings. Light, colour, music, movement—
a gay place!
'Frank, you could make it unique/ he went on.
'I know I could/ I said, 'where I can get the ground. Down on the
South Side just off the Midway. The old Sans Souci place. Been on the
rocks for years. Stupid old ballyhoo. It's just big enough, I think. About
three acres. You'll get paid for your drawings anyway.'
All Ed didn't know was where he could get the money. He said 'but that
is the easiest part of it'. He would fix that.
'What do you think of the idea?'
Well, Aladdin and his wonderful lamp had fascinated me as a boy. But
by now I knew the enchanting young Arabian was really just a symbol for
creative desire, his lamp intended for another symbol—imagination. As I
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